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at his disposal; " but,'1 added he, " in such andi sttcTi a house
there will certainly be something good," and thitherwards he
preceded us in our search.    We found indeed a large dwelling,
but the door was shut; we knocked to no purpose; nobody at
home.    Our man now set us a bolder example, and we all
together scrambled through a breach in the mud wall, and found
ourselves amid empty rooms and a desolate courtyard.   "Every-
body is out in the fields, women only excepted," said our guide,
and we separated no better off than before.    Despairing of the
village commissariat, we climbed a turret on the outer walls,
and looked round.    Now we saw at some distance a beautiful
palm-grove, where we concluded that dates could not be want-
ing, and off we set for it across the stubble-fields.    But on
arriving we found our paradise surrounded by high walls, and
no gate discoverable. While thus we stood without, like Milton's
fiend at Eden, but unable, like him, " by one high bound to over-
leap all bound," up came a handsome Solibah lad, all in rags,
half walking, half dancing, in the devil-may-care way of his tribe.
" Can you tell us which is the way in ?" was our first question,
pointing to the garden before us; and, "Shall I sing you a song?"
was his first answer.    " We don't want your songs, but dates :
how are we to get at them *l" we replied.    " Or shall I perform
you a dance?" answered the grinning young scoundrel, and forth-
with began an Arabian polka-step, laughing all the while at our
undisguised impatience.   At last he condescended to show us
the way, but no other than what befitted an orchard-robbing
boy, like himself, for it lay a little farther of, right over the wall,
which he scaled with practised ingenuity, and helped us to fol-
low.   So we did, though perhaps with honester intentions, and,
once within, stood amid trees, shade, and water.   The " tender
juvenile " then set up a shout, and soon a man appeared, " old
Adam's likeness set to dress this garden," save that he was not
old but young, as Adam might himself have been while yet in
Eden.  We were somewhat afraid of a surly reception, too well
merited by our very equivocal introduction; but the gardener
was better tempered than many of his caste, and after saluting
us very politely, offered his services at our disposal. On learning
that we were from Damascus, he grew positively friendly, led
us through an umbrageous alley to a little lodge or watch-hut
in the enclosure, and there presented us to a cousin of his, who.